MEMOIRS   OF  MY  DEAD  LIFE

there. But she was not there. There was no one
there except Clementine and the two stockbrokers;
and I waited eagerly for news of her. I did hot like
to mention her name, and the dreary dinner was
nearly over before her name was mentioned. I heard
that she was ill; no, not dying, but very ill. Alphon-
sine gave me her address; a little higher up on the
same side as the Cirque Fernando, nearly facing the
Elysee Montmartre. The number I could inquire
out,, she said, and I went away in a cab up the steep
and stony Rue des Martyres, noticing the cafe" and
then the brasserie and a little higher up the fruit-
seller and the photographer. When the mind is at
stress one notices the casual, and mine was at stress,
and too agitated to think. The first house we
stopped at happened to be the right one, and the
concierge said, " The fourth floor." As I went up-
stairs I thought of La Glue, of her untidy dress and
her red hair, and it was she who answered the bell
and asked me into an unfurnished drawing-room, and
we stood by the chimneypiece.

" She's talking of going to the Elysee to-night.
Won't you come in? She'd like to see you. There
are three or four of us here. You know them.
Clementine, Margaret Byron? " And she mentioned
some other names that I did not remember, and
opening a door she cried: "Marie, here's a visitor
for you, a gentleman from Alphonsine's. You know,
dear, the Englishman, Octave Barres's friend."

She gave me her hand, and I held it a long while.

" Comme les Anglais sont gentils.    D&s qu'on est

malade------"
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